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Arim, Tell her, that I some certainty may bring,
I go this minute to attend the king.

Ind. This lonely turtle I desire to see:
Grief, though not cured, is eased by company.

Arim. [to SOLYM.]. Say, if she please, sh* hither may

repair,
And breathe the freshness of the open air.

[Exit SOLYM.

Ind, Poor princess ! how I pity her estate,
Wrapt in the ruins of her husband's fate !
She mourned Morat should in rebellion rise;
Yet he offends, and she's the sacrifice.

Arim. Not knowing his design, at court she stayed;
Till, by command", close prisoner she was made,
Since when,

Her chains with Roman constancy she bore,
But that, perhaps, an Indian wife's is more.

Ind. Go, bring her comfort; leave me here alone.

Arim. My love must still be in obedience shown.

[Exit ARIMANT.

Enter MELESINDA, led by SOLYMAN, who retires
afterwards.

Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her pomp appears,
Sure she is dressed in Melesinda's tears.
Your head reclined (as hiding grief from view),        /-
Droops, like a rose, surcharged with morning dew.//

MeL Can flowers but droop in absence of the sun,
Which waked their sweets ? And mine, alas ! is gone.
But you the noblest charity express:
For they, who shine in courts, still shun distress,

Ind. Distressed myself, like you, confined, I live;
And, therefore, can compassion take and give.
We've both love's captives, but with fate so cross,
One must be happy by the other's loss.
Morat, or Aureng-Zebe, must fall this day.